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"The doctor said yesterday/' he whispered: "that if I didn't
get someone to be with me at night I'd have to go to the hos-
pital. I told him how good the nurse was; but he said she had
other cases, and couldn't give me enough time. Wizzie, listen!
I don't want to go to the hospital In fact I won't go; and that's
the truth. But I'm afraid he may get an ambulance when I'm
too weak to, resist. Wizzie! If I went there—she would be shy
of coming to see me and I—know—she—may—take—into her
head—to come any minute! So—get me some woman—an old
woman, mind!—she wouldn't like it if it wasn't an old woman
—will you, Wizzie? You will? You promise? Oh, how good
you are to me, Wizzie 1" and he sank back with his eyes shut
and an expression of blissful satisfaction on his face. The girl
left him and went over to D. at the window.
No-man began whispering to her at once. "But you do every-
thing as it is, Wizz! You're always in here. He doesn't know
half you do! Besides, there aren't old women like that. He's
thinking of years ago."
Wizzie pondered, staring through the window at the tor-
rents of rain. It was as if she were looking through two windows,
both made of some substance less transparent than glass
and both in the state in which the whole universe was to the
eye of Heraclitus. And if the window of glass and the mock-
window of water were both to them, in the grey corpse-flesh
pallor that had substituted itself for daylight, spectral epitomes
of the flowing away of all things, the wall of the King's Arms'
stables opposite, usually so mellow and friendly, showed like
the side of a drowning galleon, while the path beneath the
wall was no longer a road for solid people to walk upon, but
a phantasmal river for ghosts to gather at, a river where a
crowd of Limbo-weary spirits might wave beseeching arms.
The only substantial thing Wizzie could see as she looked out
was a tradesman's boy, wearing a man's mackintosh, who was
pushing his bicycle against the torrential flood. This lad's face
—for the boy didn't know he was being overlooked or he
would have pulled himself together—wore an expression of
woebegone desolation.
Following that piteous white face with her eyes as it melted
into the rain, she felt as if it were drifting on the same fatal
tide that was bearing her own life into the unknown. D. had
always told her that the first syllable of the word Dorchester

